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the indestructible mountains, Nothing in all that laboured
work is left of that which came from the earth, every-
thing has been moulded by the hand of man, The rough,
* beautiful places kissed by the sun, washed by the rain,
veined by the wind, have been smoothed away or tor-
tured into a meaningless mimicry of actual life, trained
and twirled like green osiers, moulded like common clay
into a perfect and lifeless thing, in which there is left no
single fragment that has ever really seen the sky,
As I came back into Burgos under the trees, for fear
of the sun, to spend a last hour in the cathedral, I came
for love by the longest way, so that I might pass again
fever the Bridge of Saint Mary and so under the great
Puerta de Santa Marfa; for me at least Burgos will ever
remain the city I have seen from there. Climbing up
her hillside, crowned by the'old Moorish castle, her hands
lifted in prayer, still her bells ring at dawn, at noon,
and at sunset, and in spite of her prosperity she is beauti-
ful and has not forgotten the,days1 when she was the
capital, Nor is she so modern a'S she seems, for often
she has wakened me with her antique prayers and cheered
me with news of the night, so that I too have whispered
in my heart(Mary, Queen of Angels, and all you clouds
on clouds of saints, orate pro nobis!